who are the repose, the happiness, the beautifu life of my life! It is now forty-eight hours that not been in bed. I have at this moment the anxieties about money. I stripped myself of eve to win tranquillity, of which I have such need, an< near you for a little while. But, relying on my pu yesterday, for my payments at the month's end, he me in the midst of my torrent of work.
Oh! decidedly, I will make myself a resource have a sum in silver-ware which my poetic fane never touch, but which I can proudly carry to the shop in case of misfortune. In that way one c tranquil, and not have to endure the cold, pale look childhood's friends, who arm themselves with their ship to refuse us. On the 10th I start; I do not 1 what hour one arrives, but, whatever be my fai shall go to see you immediately.
I have worked steadily eighteen hours a day thi and I could only sustain myself by baths, which the general irritation.
What vexations, what goings to and fro ! I had a great dinner this week, Friday, 29th. I disco had neither knives nor glasses. I don't like to h elegant things about me. So I had to run in debt more; I tried to do a stroke of business with m] smith. No. However, I will economize in Ger working and keeping quiet.
How I paw, like a poor, impatient horse ! Th to see you makes me find things that, ordinarily not occur to me. I correct quicker. You not o] me courage to support the difficulties of life, but y me talent, or at least, facility. One must love, i my dear one, to write the love of " Eugenie Grar pure; immense, proud love. Oh 1 dear, dearest, m